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- emoticide 


Past is Present 


James couldn't sleep. The steady thunk-thunk of the bus' tires on the pavement was more irritating than lulling. 
The swaying and the subtle shifts as the bus rounded a bend or weaved through traffic only made him feel 
sick to his stomach. He shifted in his bunk, trying to find a more comfortable position, but either way he 
turned, he couldn't keep his eyes closed for more than a minute. At first, he had thought it was the heat that 
kept him awake, so he had stripped down to his boxers, but that only helped for a short time. 


Youd think that with the time Ive spent on four I would be used fo this by now, he thought to himself as he 
tried to get his arm just right beneath his head. His pillow was much too thin for his liking, and no amount of 
fluffing it would make any difference. 


The sporadic clackity-clack of someone typing on a keyboard floated out from somewhere in the front lounge. 
Well, at least he wasn't the only one who couldn't sleep. Jonathan was playing around on his lap top again, no 


doubt chatting to one of their fans or being all anonymous on Korner. 


James sighed and decided that if he wasn't going to sleep, he might as well get up and be sociable. He and 
Jonathan were sharing the singer's bus on this leg of the tour. Fieldy, David and Head were all on Fieldy's bus, 
which was a bit larger; large enough to accommodate the bassist's large entourage and infamous after-show 
parties. Jonathan had quickly grown tired of those after he had become sober, and James hadn't been in a 


hedonistic mood lately. 


They had suffered a lot of ribbing for being, as Fieldy had put it, ‘stuck up, but they were content with the 
peace and quiet. It wasn't every band that could afford to have separate busses for every member, so why 
not take advantage of it? Jonathan's bus also doubled as a mobile recording studio, so if inspiration struck 
them, they had the equipment to record it before they could lose it. After only two weeks on tour, the two of 
them had already recorded enough demos to have something solid to work with, and while neither one of them 
seriously thought they would become anything worthwhile, it was a good way to pass the time and keep them 


from each other's throats. 


Stifling a yawn, James threw his legs over the side of his bunk and stepped out into the aisle. The rocking of 
the bus threw his balance a little, and he wavered on his feet for a moment before he ventured into the 


lounge, where Jonathan sat at the table, shirtless and dressed only in a pair of loose pajama pants, still typing 


away. The only light in the room was from his lap top's monitor, and it lit his face with an eerie blue glow. He 


looked up as James entered the room. 


"Did | wake you up?" he asked, his eyes flicking back to the screen 


"Nah, couldn't sleep," James replied. He came around behind Jonathan and looked over his shoulder at the 


screen. "What are you up to with all your clicking?" 


Jonathan let out a snort of amusement. "Fucking with this guy that's been bugging Courtney and Kelly," he said. 


‘Ive got him thinking we've been having threesomes every weekend. It's great" 


James chuckled and leaned in closer to get a better look. "Whoa, he's really pissed at you," he said, reading 
over the last reply in Jonathan's IM box. 


Jonathan nodded. "I'm beginning to see why they don't like him. He's an irritating little fucker. And he just 
blocked me." He quickly typed a reply in another IM box informing his other two partners in cyber-crime. "Well, 
that was fun. Pointless, but fun" 


"Is this what you do in your time off?" James asked. 


Jonathan was typing another reply and didn't seem to be paying attention, so James shrugged and sat on the 
couch across from the table, watching Jonathan silently. He was hunched over his lap top, the tip of his tongue 
sticking out of the corner of his mouth, his eyes continuously flicking over the screen He seemed to be in his 
element. James had never been able to get into computers the way Jonathan had. He used to be on it all the 
time, as his band mate was, chatting with fans. He just didn't seem to find it as interesting as it had once been. 
He knew Jonathan was very involved with the Internet and had a hand in the entire aspect of it in relation with 
the band. Just as well, he supposed, because none of the others really seemed to care that much, including 


him. 


He didn’t realize he had been staring at the singer until the light from the monitor suddenly went out and the 
bus was plunged into almost complete blackness. He heard some shuffling on the other side of the room, and 
then he felt a heavy weight settle next to him on the couch. A yawn met his ears and some more shuffling 
ensued as Jonathan made himself comfortable. 


"How long were you on that thing?" James asked. 


| dunno," Jonathan admitted. "Couple hours. You looked like you wanted to talk." 


James smirked, confident that in the dark the other man wouldn't be able to see it. "I'm just bored, man. Can't 
sleep, nothin’ to do.. no one to fuck." 


"Oh, its like thaz," Jonathan said. James could feel him nodding his head. "Know what you mean. Dev was gone a 
week before we left, so | didn't even get any goodbye nookie." 


"Steph cut me off about the same time," James said. 


"Ouch." 


"Yeah." 


"What'd you do?" 


"| don't even remember," he admitted. 


Jonathan shifted on the couch again, and James felt his long tangled hair brush against his arm. He hadn't 
realized they were sitting that close to each other until then, and now, that's all he could think about. Well, 
that, and the one time, a long time ago, when he and Jonathan had both been drunk and- 


No, that was a long time ago. Not goma think about it, remember? 


But what a way to relive the tension, eh? 


Oh shut up, Shaffer. You don't need this right now. 


Actually, | think we do. 


Oh great, Im talking to myself in the third person, and who is we? 


James swallowed and tried not to think about anything. He decided instead to count the bumps the bus was 
rolling over. It wasn't working. Not with Jonathan sitting so close, in the dark, with no one else around. At that 
moment, he wished fervently that he had decided to travel on Fieldy's bus after all. He would still be horny, 


but at least there he wouldn't have anyone he wanted to relieve it with. 


Jonathan seemed oblivious to the turmoil he was creating. He didn't seem to notice that James had gone quiet 
or that he was sitting uncomfortably stiff, trying not to draw attention to himself. Instead, he changed the 
subject to other things. James wasn't even listening to half of it. He was trying not to concentrate on the 
sound of the other man's voice. That voice was dangerous. That voice had gotten him into trouble more than 
once, and it was well on its way to doing so again. Jonathan was blissfully unaware of the effect his voice could 
have on others of the opposite sex, and upon those of his own, in James’ case. While not especially deep, it had 


a resonating quality that, at such close quarters, could be felt rather than heard. 


James bit his lip as a curse slipped through. He'd told Jonathan before that he sounded ‘pretty’ when he 
cussed. Jonathan had scoffed at him and began to throw cusses at him as if it were his native language. Well, 
he had said the word ‘pretty,’ but what he really thought was that it was downright sexy as hell. Only 
Jonathan could make the word ‘cunt sound attractive. And now, sitting next to him, alone in the dark, it was 


even sexier. 


Why is it always me? he asked himself, trying not to listen to Jonathan, but also unable to ignore him. He was 
practically talking in his ear. 


A sharp elbow in his ribs snapped him out of his thoughts and a strangled noise of surprise fell out of him 
before he could stop it. 


"What?" he asked testily, rubbing the sore spot. 


"You're not listening To me, are you?" 


‘Sorry, | guess zoned out for a minute," James said lamely. It was almost the truth... 


Jonathan said nothing, and James had the uneasy feeling that he was being stared at. He turned his head in 
Jonathan's direction and could just barely make out his face from the darkness. He was so pale that he could 
practically glow in the dark, but James’ skin was darker. He should be completely invisible, and yet Jonathan 
was looking right at him as if it were light as day. Silence fell between them, but it was charged with tension 
For a moment, James panicked and wondered if Jonathan could possibly have known what he was thinking. His 


next words almost caused him to jump out of his skin. 


"This seems familiar, doesn't it?" 


Oh fuck! James' mind screamed at him. Shit shit shit. 


"Hm, what do you mean?" he asked aloud, trying to keep a calm exterior. He could practically hear Jonathan's 


smirk. 


| know what you were thinking," he said. James felt another shift and Jonathan's next words sounded much 
closer. "I was thinking about it, too." 


Think of something clever, he thought. Think of something witty. Just don’t let him say what | know he's going to 
say... 


"We were drunk" He winced, and he could practically hear his brain slapping its own metaphorical forehead. 


"Yes, we were," Jonathan agreed. James could feel his breath on his naked shoulder and shivered. "And you've 


been using that excuse for far too long. | never did." 


James blinked. Just what, exactly, did he mean by that? Was he saying that he didn't put what they did down 
to just drunken sexual frustration, but as something he actually wanted to do? That didn't make sense... did it? 
And when he thought about it, was that all it had been to James? A drunken mistake? Something that, if he 
had been sober and thinking clearly, he never would have done? He didn't know. His thoughts were all jumbled, 
incoherent. All he could focus on was Jonathan, inching closer to him, so close they were almost touching. He 
swallowed again, reflexively, and felt the familiar heat begin to build low in his belly. 


Dammit, why does he always have this effect on me? James thought franticly. fs lke he knows. Maybe he does 
know. He looked over to the pale ghost-face hovering so near his own and stared questioningly into the dark 
pools of his eyes. 


"You knew what you were doing then, didn't you?" he asked, his voice barely above a cracked whisper. 


"Didn't you?" Jonathan returned. 


James thought. He threw himself back into the memories of that night. Despite having been drunk, he could 
remember it all as vividly as if it had happened only the day before. They had been alone, in the dark, as they 
were now, in the room they had shared years ago; Jonathan on a pallet on the floor, and James in the creaky 
old box-spring bed that squealed every time he shifted. They had been talking about their shared dilemma- 
woman problems. At the time, it had seemed logical. At the time, neither one had seen any harm in it. At the 
time, it had all been acceptable. But then, at the time, they had been drunk. 


But Jonathan was right; he'd been using that as an excuse. There had been any number of things he'd refused 
to do when he was drunk. Making out with one of his best friends hadn't been one of them. Sliding his hands 
under his clothes hadn't been, either. Groping him was definitely an okay thing to do, and being groped was just 


as acceptable. 


James blinked, bringing himself back to the here-and-now. Nine years later, and they were back to where they 
had been on that night. He wasn't drunk now, and he was damn certain that Jonathan wasn't either, and yet 
here they were. He could no longer deny that he wanted it-Jonathan never had denied it. So, his defense was 
as air-tight as a hunk of Swiss cheese and he had nothing to stand on. The plain and simple truth was; he had 
done what he had done nine years ago because he'd wanted to. No other reason It had felt good, and so he 


wanted to. Jonathan didn't stop him, and so they continued. That was the black and the white of it. 


"Yes," he said in answer to Jonathan's question. "l knew exactly what | was doing." 


He heard Jonathan let out a shallow sigh. "I've been waiting almost ten years for you to say that." 


With that, Jonathan finally closed the distance between them, finding James’ lips with his own in the dark. 
James let out a muffled exclamation, but soon got over his shock when he felt Jonathan's hands dive into the 
mass of dreads and hold him in place. The other man's tongue swiped at his lower lip and he opened his mouth 


to him. His own hands met the back of Jonathan's neck and pulled him in closer, the kiss deepening. Their teeth 


bumped together harshly, catching Jonathan's lower lip and splitting it open a bit. He groaned but didn't break 
the kiss, and James tasted the slight coppery tinge of blood. He sucked Jonathan's lip into his mouth and 


soothed it with his tongue, earning an appreciative moan from the singer. 


Hands gradually began to wander out of their nests in each other's hair to explore each other again. James’ 
guitar-calloused hands trailed down Jonathan's furry chest and went straight for the spot just above his navel 
almost instinctively, where he gently raked his nails across the sensitive skin After nine years, he still knew 
where all of Jonathan's most sensitive spots were, and Jonathan broke the kiss for a moment to hiss in a 
sharp breath before diving into the hollow of James’ throat. His sharp teeth nipped the skin where his 
quickening pulse could be clearly felt, and James let out a shuddery sigh at the old, yet familiar jolt. He could 
feel Jonathan's faint stubble scratching against his throat, reminding him of his partner's masculinity. He knew 


this was another man. His best friend, at that. He knew, and he let himself admit that he loved it. 


The feeling of Jonathan's hands sliding under the waist of his boxers drew him out of his thoughts like the 
crack of a whip. When his hand found his erection and swiftly wrapped around it, he let out an animalistic 
groan and bucked his hips up into Jonathan's hand. His own hand bypassed slipping underneath fabric and groped 
Jonathan's rather impressive hardness through his pants. James felt rather than heard the rumble in 
Jonathan's chest that the contact forced out of him and the other man's grip on his dick tightened just a 
fraction. Their mouths met again in a searing kiss that involved little contact between their lips. Tongues lashed 


wildly against each other and teeth nipped at whatever happened to fall between them. 


Jonathan broke away after a time and moved his mouth to James’ ear. 


"I want to taste you again," he growled, nearly panting. He gave James' cock a slow pump for emphasis, and all 


he could do was nod his head weakly against Jonathan's shoulder. 


He quickly slid down onto the floor between James’ legs and slid the fabric of his boxers down over his hips. 
James was barely able to summon the will to help get them off, but soon he was naked and Jonathan was 
hovering over his erection His warm breath washed over the sensitive head of his dick and he suppressed a 
shudder. He wasn't able to stifle a loud groan when Jonathan flicked his tongue against it and licked off some of 
the precum that had gathered at its tip. He began lapping him lazily, dragging his tongue along the underside 
only to flick lightly at the tip, driving him crazy. James' hips began to thrust up towards the other man's 
mouth urgently before Jonathan decided to cooperate. He took him into his mouth at an agonizingly slow pace, 


and James' eyes rolled back in his head as his cock was swallowed into that warm wetness. 


"Shit... Jon..." he managed to gasp, burying his fingers in Jonathan's dark tangled hair. 


Jonathan took him in deeper, then drew back, sucking all the way back up to the tip before plunging his mouth 
back down, almost swallowing him whole. James cried out between clenched teeth and slammed his head against 


the back of the couch. He barely felt the impact. All he could feel was Jonathan's mouth surrounding him. 


He lost track of time, and came back to himself when he felt the familiar tingle at the base of his spine. His 
eyes shot open and he gently tugged at Jonathan's hair, signaling for him to stop. Jonathan slid him out of his 
mouth and looked up at him questioningly. James could see the glimmering of his eyes in the almost total 


darkness. 


"Wait," he panted. "| want.." He bit his lip, unsure of just what it was he wanted. 


"What?" Jonathan asked. "What is it you want?" 


James had to suppress another moan. It was the Voice; the one that sent its vibrations all through his body. 
His cock twitched at the sound of the Voice that was so near it, and he almost forgot that he was supposed 


to be answering a question. 


| want you inside me," he sighed. 


He hadn't known he was going to say that, but now that he had, he realized that he did want Jonathan inside 
him. They hadn't gone that far that night so many years ago, but he could clearly remember wanting to. 
They'd never had a chance until tonight to even speak of it, let alone repeat it, and now that they had that 


chance, he wasn't about to pass it up. 


Jonathan was silent for a moment, then: "Are you sure?" 


"Yes." James breathed. "Fuck me, Jonathan" His own eyes widened at his words. He never thought he would 
say them aloud to the one person he wanted to say it to, and now that he had, he was surprised at the 
impact they had on him. 


Jonathan was similarly taken aback. He had been waiting to hear those words for so long.. even before that 
night nine years ago. He'd been waiting to hear those words from the first day they had met. He rose from 
his knees as if in a dream, his head feeling light, his heart pounding, his ears straining to catch every little 


sound should James decide to take back his words. 


Please, dont let him take it back, he thought. / dont think | could stop myself if he did. 


James didn't take it back, not even when Jonathan began lowering his pants to join James’ boxers on the floor. 
He was painfully erect now. James’ words had gone straight to his groin, and if he hadn't been aroused already, 
he certainly was now. He knelt back down onto the floor and leaned in towards James’ face, catching his lower 
lip between his teeth and gently sucking. It was a distraction from his hand that was now traveling down his 
thigh towards the crease of his ass. Despite Jonathan's best efforts, he still jumped slightly when his finger 
brushed against the tight ring of muscle. 


"| think we're going to need some help," Jonathan whispered against his mouth. "Don't move, I'll be right back." 


So saying, he got up and went back to his bunk. Rustling sounds floated back to him as Jonathan was clearly 
searching for something, made more difficult by the fact that he was doing so in almost complete darkness. 
James heard his footsteps returning as he had obviously found what he was looking for, and Jonathan once 
again got to his knees between James’ legs. He heard the sound of a plastic top being popped open, and he 
suddenly knew what it was he had been looking for. Trust Jonathan Davis to have a tube of lubricant on tour. 


Once more, Jonathan leaned over and caught him in another kiss, his tongue moving lazily against James’ as his 
hands went to work once again. This time, it was the odd feeling of a slicked finger brushing against his rear 
opening that caused him to jump, but he soon got used to it. Jonathan deepened the kiss as he slowly began 
applying more pressure, and the tip of his finger suddenly entered him. A whimper escaped him and was 
muffled by Jonathan's mouth on his own, followed by a low moan as the rest of Jonathan's slim finger slid 
inside. He pulled it back and reentered it slowly, letting James get used to the feeling before deftly inserting 
another. He began to scissor his fingers back and forth, gently stretching James without hurting him. 


At first, it merely felt odd, having Jonathan's fingers inside him. It didn't feel bad, just.. different. He didn't 
really know why people got off on it, but he supposed that it did feel good, in a way. That was, until one of 
Jonathan's probing fingers brushed against a certain spot. He tore his mouth away from the other man and 
cried out sharply at the ceiling, his back arching off the couch. He heard Jonathan's snort of amusement 
before he tentatively brushed against the little nub again. He got much the same reaction, if a little more 


intense, and smirked. 


"Found it," he said cryptically. 


James was beyond the point of no return. Jonathan's fingers were not going to be enough, not after that. He 
needed to feel him inside. He bucked his hips against his hand, forcing his fingers even deeper within him. 


"Jonathan..." he gasped. "Please..." 


Normally, Jonathan would have toyed with him, making him beg for it. But James’ urgency was also his own, 
and he wasn't in the mood for games at the moment. He quickly slathered a healthy amount of the lube onto 
his rigid length and gave himself a few strokes to coat himself. It was difficult to stop once he started. It 
would have been so easy to just tug himself off with James right in front of him. It had been a secret 
fantasy of his for a very long time. But now was not the time for fantasies. He had one right in front of him, 
and he was about to fuck the living daylights out of him. Jerking off could wait. 


His hands shook slightly as they took hold of James' hips and slid him into position, with his ass resting against 
his upper thighs. He lifted the other man's legs over his shoulders and lined his cock up against his rear 
opening. At first, he applied only the smallest amount of pressure. His length was a lot thicker than two 
fingers, and he didn't want to hurt James. He gently pushed against his opening, and he could feel James 
wanting to close himself off from him, his body instinctively fighting the intrusion 


"Relax, baby," he whispered, rubbing his hips soothingly. "Relax and let me in.." 


James took in a deep breath and forced his body to relax. At first, he didn't know if he would be able to do 
this. The thought of asking Jonathan to stop briefly crossed his mind, but it left just as quickly as it came. He 
wanted this-oh, God, did he want it-and he wasn't about to stop now. If those girls in those porno movies could 


do this, so could he. 


Jonathan increased the pressure just a little bit, and soon he felt the head of his cock push past the tight ring 
of muscle. He had to stop himself there before he could push himself all the way in. That would definitely hurt 
James. He wasn't small by any means, and this was obviously James' first time doing this. Slowly, he worked 
himself inside, pausing every now and then to give the other man time to adjust. To James' credit, he didn't 
appear to be in much pain, and if he was, he was hiding it well. Slowly, inch by inch, Jonathan finally buried 
himself to the hilt, and again, he paused so James could adjust to the feeling of having another man completely 


inside of him. 


"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice rough with barely suppressed lust. "Did | hurt you?" 


"No, you didn't hurt me." In truth, it felt rather strange. Not necessarily painful, but still uncomfortable. He 
wasn't feeling any of that pleasure he had felt when Jonathan had found his prostate with his fingers, but he 


could feel something, some dim sensation that could be pleasure. "I'm okay," he assured him. 


‘lm going to start moving now. If it hurts, or if you want me to stop, just tell me, okay?" 


James was touched at his concern and lifted his hand to Jonathan's arm-the only part of him that he could 
reach, in their current position-and brushed his fingers across his heated skin gently. Jonathan took that as 
the green light and slowly withdrew about halfway out before sliding back in again. James let out a muffled 

grunt at the odd feeling, and Jonathan gave a shuddering sigh. He was so tight... tighter than anything he had 


ever been inside of before. 


This wasn't the first time he had done anal, but that had always been with a woman, and they had usually 
been experienced. James was different. And what's more, he cared about James, unlike the women he had been 
with. And while he cared for Deven more than most, James was still and had always been closer to his heart 


than any woman could ever be. 


"Jonathan... harder," James gasped. That feeling that might be pleasure was shaping up to be the best thing he 


had ever felt and he wanted to feel more of it. 


Taking him at his word, Jonathan shifted his angle to get better leverage and thrust into him harder. James' 
reaction to this was much different. He cried out hoarsely and tightened his legs on Jonathan's shoulders. He 
had hit that spot again, and with the new angle, he was hitting it with every thrust. Even in the almost total 
darkness, he could see James' eyes shining and imagined the look of complete and total lust on his face. He 
gripped James’ hips and began to pound into him in earnest, slamming his hips up into the other man's harder 
and faster. He was no longer in fear of hurting him. Instead, he only wanted to bring those animalistic sounds 


of pleasure from him as often and as loud as possible. 


James couldn't believe how good this felt. In the back of his mind, he dimly wondered why all men weren't gay. 
It was even better that it was Jonathan The only man he had ever wanted to be with, who he had fantasized 
about for the past decade, was now fucking his brains out, and he was loving every minute of it. He was 
making sounds that he normally only made on stage, and they were just for him. No audience of thousands of 
fans; it was just the two of them, and his body was pulling those sounds from Jonathan's throat. 


He could feel his orgasm building. The sudden and unexpected feeling of a soft, strong hand wrapping around his 


shaft caused his inner muscles to involuntarily clench around Jonathan's intruding length, and they both cursed 
under their breaths at the different sensations it caused. Jonathan began to stroke him in time with his 

thrusts, and James felt as though he had been dunked in a tub full pins and needles. He scrabbled madly at the 
fabric of the couch, trying to find something to hang onto. He could feel the tingling in his balls slowly building, 


working its way up and out. 


"Fuck.. oh fuck.. Jonathan!" he cried out, moments before he finally erupted all over his stomach and Jonathan's 


hand. 


Jonathan was right behind him. The muscles surrounding him suddenly clenched and held him tight, and he 
couldn't hold out anymore. With a loud groan of James' name, he came deep inside him, his orgasm seeming to 


stretch on for hours. 


When he was finally spent, he collapsed limply on top of James, unable to summon the energy to even 
withdraw himself from inside of him. James didn't seem to mind, as he was still trying to catch his breath 
from probably the most intense orgasm of his life. When he ventured to open his eyes, he was surprised he 
was able to see anything at all. A faint blue glow had begun to seep in through the heavily tinted windows. It 
was dawn. For just a split second, James resented the intrusion of light. He wanted to be alone in the dark with 
Jonathan forever. He had to laugh at himself for being so irrational. 


Jonathan felt him chuckle and lifted his head with no small amount of effort. James looked down at him, 
sweaty and disheveled and looking thoroughly fucked, and had to smile fondly at his best friend, and now his 


lover. 


"What's so funny?" Jonathan asked. 


"Nothing," James said, still smiling. "I just realized that you've had your glasses on this whole time." 


Jonathan blinked, and then lifted his hand to finger the bow of his glasses. He looked surprised for a moment 


before breaking into one of his rare genuine smiles. 


"| guess it just slipped my mind," he said, shrugging one shoulder. "| was thinking of other things.’ 


James’ smile dropped from his face as a thought occurred to him. "Is this going to make things... weird.. for 


us?" he asked suddenly. 


Jonathan frowned and lifted himself off of James to look into his face better. "I guess that depends on your 


definition of ‘weird." 


"Well, considering you still have your dick in my ass, and we have to see each other every day, and work 


together, and live together... | dunno, don't you think that's kind of weird?" 


"Which part?" Jonathan asked, breaking into a goofy smile. James couldn't help but chuckle. 


"Never mind," he said. "I guess if you can still crack jokes while we're stuck together with cum, we should be 


okay.” 


He tried to stifle a yawn, but was unsuccessful. Jonathan scowled at him before he, too, broke into a yawn, as 
if it were his fault yawning was contagious. 


"Think you can sleep now?" he asked James. 


"No question" 


"| guess we should get up, then" 


"Probably." 


"You ready?" 


"Me either." 


And there it is. My first ever completed slash. I'm quite surprised | churned this out in just one sitting, It 
normally takes me several days to develop a storyline and plot. | suppose that's my problem. Too much 
thinking, not enough writing. Well, | hope you enjoyed this story. | had a lot of fun writing it. Who knows, | just 


might make this a series. I've already got ideas for the next part. Hotel room anyone? *evil smirk 


Making up for lost time 


The past week had left Jonathan and James little time to get used to their new level of relationship. Shows, 
press and the band took precedence, and the two had barely enough time to say hello to one another, much 
less discuss that eventful night or its repercussions. It wasn't until they stopped in Georgia long enough to 


check into a hotel that they had time to themselves. 


At check-in, James and Jonathan shared a wordless exchange, and Jonathan suggested he and James share a 
room; "To work out some kinks," he said. James couldn't suppress his smirk and had to pretend to scratch his 


nose to cover it up. 


So that was how the two had found themselves sharing a hotel room on their one night off. James was 
nervous. He would be lying if he said that things weren't different between them after that night. It wasn't a 
bad kind of different, but he knew that things could never go back to the way they had been before. Even his 
old excuse of being drunk at the time was useless. Not that he wanted to make excuses for that night. He 


didn't regret it at all 


No, his problem was that he wasn't sure how Jonathan felt about it. They hadn't really spoken of it since it 
had happened, and Jonathan's demeanor towards him hadn't changed much, though he was more given to long, 
pensive silences rather than his usual foul-mouthed commentary. Quite frankly, James didn't know where he 
stood with the singer anymore. Were they lovers now? Friends with benefits? A couple? He simply didn’t know. 
Maybe tonight they could clear the air and get some answers. 


When they reached their room, James went to unlock the door using the frustrating key-card and fobbed it 
twice, cursing under his breath. He was surprised when he felt Jonathan's hand on his to steady it and slide 
the card through a third time. Unsurprisingly, it worked, and James pushed the door open, his hand still 
burning from Jonathan's touch. He didn't dare turn around to look at him. That would have been too obvious. 
Instead, he just entered the room and switched on the lights. Jonathan followed close behind and shut and 
locked the door. James felt a flutter in his middle at the sound of the lock clicking. 


Before James could even turn around to look at him, Jonathan announced that he was going to take a shower. 


James watched him enter the bathroom, leaving the door open a crack. 


James' brow furrowed, but he said nothing and sprawled himself unceremoniously on the bed nearest him. It 
felt good to lay on a real bed, instead of the coffin-like bunk he had been sleeping in for the past two weeks. 
Even Jonathan's was uncomfortably small, and his was almost twice as big due to his claustrophobia. He 


couldn't remember the last time he had been able to sprawl on a cushioned surface. 


The sound of the shower running in the other room brought him out of his thoughts. A few moments later, 
trails of steam began to escape through the crack in the door. Unbidden thoughts of a naked Jonathan Davis 
started invading his head. A naked, wet, soapy Jonathan Davis with water-logged hair, surrounded by steam. 
Hands sliding over pale skin, fingers running through tangled black hair. 


James sighed as the images of Jonathan in the shower kept bombarding him, and he felt himself growing hard. 
He bit his lip and glanced at the open door, brow furrowing in indecision. Was the open door an invitation? 


Jonathan hardly ever left the door open, especially if he wanted to be left alone. 


Shif, James thought, shifting uncomfortably as his erection strained the confines of his jeans. This needs fo be 


taken care of, one way or the other. 


He sat up and removed his jacket, followed by his shirt. He kicked his shoes off and toed off his socks, then 
stood and unfastened his pants, letting them pool around his feet. He stepped towards the bathroom door, 
dressed only in his boxers, and gently pushed the door open on silent hinges. Steam billowed out of the room 
and momentarily blinded him. He blinked against the steam and waited for the room to clear a bit. 


After a moment, he could just make out a pale form through the glass door of the shower. Jonathan appeared 
to have his back to the door and was just standing there, hands braced against the wall, letting the water beat 
down on him. James let out an almost inaudible groan at the sight, glad that the sound of the pounding water 


would mask most noise. He didn't want Jonathan to know he was there just yet. 


He quietly stepped into the room, closing the door all the way once he was inside. He walked on silent feet 
towards the shower door, pausing only to remove his boxers before quietly opening the door and stepping 


inside. 


Jonathan raised his head when he felt the change in the air around him, but didn't have a chance to turn 
around before James wrapped his arms around him from behind. He didn't seem surprised to find the other 


man in the shower with him, and quickly relaxed into James' arms. 
"What took you so long, Shaffer?" he asked, leaning slightly against his body. 


James didn't answer. He was too busy paying attention to what his hands were doing as they roamed up and 

down Jonathan's furry chest. He buried his face in Jonathan's neck and placed a hot, open-mouthed kiss at the 
juncture of his neck and shoulder before closing his teeth over the tender flesh. Jonathan groaned and pressed 
against him harder. He couldn't abide being bitten anywhere on his neck without extreme repercussions. James’ 


hand slid down between his legs, and sure enough, he was hard as a rock. 


"You don't waste time, do you?" he asked, wrapping his hand around Jonathan and giving him a few slow 
strokes. Jonathan moaned in answer and bucked his hips into James’ hand. James smirked and continued his 


assault on the sensitive skin of Jonathan's neck, thrilling at every tiny noise he pulled from the other man. 


By this time, James had nearly forgotten his own arousal and was paying more attention to Jonathan's. After a 
few minutes of teasing, he suddenly grabbed him by the shoulders and whipped him around so they were face 
to face, pinning Jonathan to the wall. He paused only long enough to take in the lust-filled brown eyes and look 


of naked want on his face before crushing their mouths together in a demanding kiss. 


Jonathan's head thudded against the tile wall behind him, but he ignored it in favor of James’ tongue thrusting 
forcefully alongside his own. His teeth gnashed together and caught James’ lip between them, bringing a sharp 
yelp from him. He quickly soothed it with his tongue, and James got the message to tone down his enthusiasm. 


After a few moments, James pulled away and rested his forehead against Jonathan's, their breathing heavy 
and ragged. Their lips felt swollen and bruised, and James was sure Jonathan had drawn blood with his sharp 


teeth, but he didn't care. 


"I've been wanting to do that for a long time," James said, his fingers idly tugging at Jonathan's wet, tangled 


hair. 

"Me too," Jonathan admitted. 

"Know what else I've been wanting to do?" 

"Show me." There was a hint of a dare in Jonathan's voice, and he gave James a purely evil smirk. 


James took him at his word, and stepped even closer to him, bringing their erections together. Jonathan hissed 
as James pushed his hips into him. He buried his face in the guitarists shoulder and bit down on the skin 
where his neck and shoulder met; the same place James had bitten him. James groaned in a mixture of pain 


and pleasure, pinning Jonathan even harder against the wall in an effort to get even closer to him. 


Fuck, if | get any closer to him Hl be in him, he thought. Then he realized that thought wasn't such a bad one to 


have. Hmm.. later, he promised himself. 


In the meantime, Jonathan was uttering garbled, nonsense words in his ear, his hands sliding over his back and 
shoulders. This friction wasn't nearly enough, and it was driving him insane with need. He whimpered in 


disappointment when James pulled away. 


James didn't give him time to get used to his disappointment. His mouth found Jonathan's collarbone, them 
moved steadily south from there. James found that Jonathan was especially sensitive around his navel, and 
spent a bit of time teasing him there before moving on to more interesting territory. Jonathan's erection 
hovered before his eyes for a moment, and not for the first time, James marveled that it had actually fit in 


him. Not that Jonathan was overly huge. He was no John Holmes, after all, but still.. 

Jonathan growled in frustration when James stopped just short of where he really wanted him to be, and he 
looked down to see the other man staring at his cock with a look of awe on his face. Normally, Jonathan would 
have appreciated someone taking such an interest in his dick, but not right now. 


"Are you planning on staring at it all day, or are you going to make him happy?" Jonathan asked. 


James looked up at him and smirked before darting his tongue out and laving him from base to tip in one long, 


firm stroke. Jonathan's eyes rolled back and his head fell back against the tile, a long, slow sigh escaping his 


throat. He cried out when James wrapped his mouth around the tip and slowly sucked him into his mouth. He 
took as much in as he could, then pulled back, only to repeat the process. Each time, he took in a little bit 


more until he could almost swallow him whole. 
"Shit.. Munk.. Where did you learn to do that?" Jonathan asked. 


‘Mmmhhh..." was the unintelligible reply, but Jonathan didn't care because the vibrations around his cock sent 


all coherent thought out of his head. 


It wasn't long before the familiar feeling of a building orgasm began to tingle in his stomach. The tingle grew 
until it was a white-hot flash of heat that spread through his whole body. James had no warning and as a 
result, ended up getting a blast in the face before he knew what was going on. By then it was too late, and 
Jonathan was already off in his own little world, eyes open but unseeing, the only sounds he could hear the 


sound of his heart thudding in his chest and the water beating against the tiles. 


When he could see again, he looked down to see a somewhat disgruntled James with his face turned up 
towards the spray, wiping his face. A wide grin slowly spread across his face, and it only grew when James 


turned to look at him, his frown deepening. 
"I just came on your face, didn’t |?" he asked. 


"Shut up," James grumped. Jonathan giggled, an unaffected and childlike sound in the confines of the shower, 


and James couldn't help but grin in return. "IF you tell anyone, Davis-" 
Jonathan snorted. "Why would | tell?" 

"Point." 

"Besides, it's enough that | know." 


James turned off the water and climbed laboriously to his feet, unaware until then that his knees were sore 
from kneeling on the shower floor. He placed his hands on either side of Jonathan, who was still trying to catch 
his breath. The sight of Jonathan Davis wet, flushed and panting was irresistible to James, and he leaned in to 


kiss him hungrily. Jonathan's arms went around his neck, more for support than anything else. 


James wrapped his arms around his waist and pulled him against his body, never breaking the kiss, and pulled 
Jonathan through the shower door and into the bedroom. He spared only enough awareness to get them in the 
general vicinity of the bed, then let gravity take over and dump them on top of the covers. James landed 
slightly atop the other man, but Jonathan didn't protest. It wasn't until James' hands began exploring areas of 
his body that weren't used to being explored that he broke the kiss and looked up at him questioningly. 


"And just what do you think you're doing, Shaffer?" 


"Getting ready to fuck you, Davis." 
"And what makes you think I'm going to allow your cock up my ass?" 
James pulled back enough to look Jonathan in the eyes. Jonathan glared back defiantly. 


"Don't pull that domination crap on me, Jon. You know it won't work. I'm going to fuck you, and you're going to 


like it" 

"Confidant, much?" Jonathan shot back. 

"No," James replied. "I just want to make you feel how you made me feel. And | know you will like it. Trust me." 
"Tell you what. If you can make me cum again, I'll let you fuck me up the ass whenever you want" 

An evil light appeared in James’ eyes. "Promise?" 


"Promise." 


James smirked down at his victim before leaning down to whisper in his ear. "I am going to make you scream," 


he said menacingly, and Jonathan shivered despite himself. 


James rose up on his knees and roughly positioned Jonathan in front of him. He looked around impatiently for 


something, growling in frustration when he couldn't find it. 


"What are you looking for?" Jonathan asked, impatient himself. James' dominating attitude was starting to get 


him excited all over again and he wanted to see what he had planned. 
"Lube," James said shortly. 
"In my bag; front pocket," Jonathan said helpfully. 


He watched as James practically jumped off the bed and dove into the front pocket of his duffel. He rooted 
around for far too long for Jonathan's liking, but found what he was looking for and climbed back between the 
other man's parted thighs. He wasted no time in coating his fingers with the slick substance and quickly 
prepared Jonathan for what he had planned. 


Despite his attempt not to show his arousal, Jonathan couldn't help but whimper his pleasure when James’ 
fingers found his prostate. He immediately regretted his little slip when the evil light returned to the 
guitarists eyes as he brushed his fingers against the spot over and over again. He firmly clamped his teeth 
shut against his plea for him to hurry up and get inside him. There was no way he was going to let James 


know how much he wanted to be fucked. 


"I think you're just about ready," James observed, noticing Jonathan's renewed hardness. "What do you think?" 
Jonathan only glared at him. He would not beg. 


James seemed aware of his resolve and decided to toy with him a little longer, inserting another finger into 
the other man and getting a sharp hiss in return, though from the look on Jonathan's face, it didn't seem to 
be from pain. His hands gripped the covers of the bed and his chest heaved as he panted for breath. 


Once he had gotten over the shock, Jonathan lifted his head to glare at him, the intensity of his gaze giving 


him a moment of pause. 


"Now, Shaffer. | won't say it again" Jonathan's voice had taken on a quality most often heard in their songs, 
and it was not to be denied. He stopped toying with him and lubed himself up. "Wait," Jonathan said, his voice 
softer. "Keep doing that." 


His eyes were riveted to James’ hand on his own hardness as he coated his length, and he appeared to like 

what he saw very much. James watched his face as he continued to run his hand up and down his cock more 
purposefully. Jonathan's breathing grew heavier as he watched James jerking off in front of him, and his own 
hand wandered down to grip his erection to mimic James. For a few minutes, the only sound in the room was 


their heavy breathing. 


Finally, James couldn't take it anymore. He grabbed Jonathan's legs behind his knees and spread him wide. 
Jonathan didn't seem surprised at the sudden movement, but a triumphant smirk crossed his face. It was 
James, and not he, who broke first. James didn't care. He just wanted to be inside him. He lined his cock up 
with Jonathan's opening and slowly pushed his way inside. 


Jonathan was more than ready, and took James' length with very little trouble. He cried out and clutched at 
James’ back as he began to move, hitting his spot dead on with each thrust. James gripped the top of the 
headboard to give himself more leverage and thrust harder and deeper, spurred on by Jonathan's rather vocal 


urgings. 


| cant believe he's letting me do this, James thought in wonder. / can’t believe he let me inside him.. After that, 

all coherent thought left him as Jonathan's muscles clamped down around him. He was dimly aware of a sudden 
wet warmth splashing across his stomach as he felt himself let go, then he fell blissfully over the edge, 
hearing and seeing nothing but the distant pounding in his ears and the myriad starbursts behind his eyes. 


He opened his eyes to find himself sprawled untidily across Jonathan's torso, and he was probably hindering the 
other man's already difficult breathing. He attempted to sit up and found that he had very little strength left 
in his limbs. Jonathan blinked up at him dazedly, his still-damp hair sprawled across the pillow. 


"| guess you win," he drawled, his voice carrying no real conviction. 


It was then James noticed the sticky mess between them, and realized what he had accomplished. He smiled 


triumphantly down at his victim. 
"Don't worry, | won't make too many demands on you," he assured him. "I don't have your stamina" 


"Damn right," Jonathan agreed haughtily. "Now would mind getting your cock out of my ass? | think | need 


another shower." 


James reluctantly pulled away and let Jonathan up, grimacing at the tacky mess they had made of each other. 
"Mind if | join you?" he asked after a moment. 


Jonathan shot him a sideways glance, then shrugged. Even if James did try anything with him in the shower 
again, it would be a waste of time. He was out of order for at least another couple of hours. Perhaps for the 


next couple of days. He was going to be sore tomorrow.. 


"Sure, come on," Jonathan agreed. "You can wash my back." 


Back to Reality 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry this took me sooooo long to get out. | wasn't really expecting this to turn into a series. Sorry if this 


chapter is too serious. | cant seem to write anything that doesn't involve a complex plot. This chappie is 


dedicated to Butterscotch, the other half of the Unholy Alliance. 


Another day, another city, another venue. After a while, they start to look the same. James was getting used 
to black felt as a wall and a hanging blanket for a door. The television was mindlessly jabbering, but no one in 
the dressing area was watching it. No one ever did, really. It was just background noise for the chaos that 
always seemed to ensue around Head and any significant amount of alcohol. At the moment, he was resting 
after his third round of humping the fridge. He was wincing, arms crossed protectively over his groin. James 


rolled his eyes. 


For someone as jaded as he, it was little wonder he was bored. He'd watched Head hump countless inanimate 
objects, up to and including a giant stuffed sheep that-for whatever reason-Fieldy had requested while on tour 
in Germany. The novelty had worn off sometime around 1991. At least he could say that fame hadn't affected 


Brian much. 


Getting up to investigate what might be going on elsewhere, James sidestepped a gaggle of road crew, and 
almost plowed into their makeup girl. They exchanged much-put-upon looks and got out of each other's way. 
Backstage was always hectic. In fact, there was only one place James knew of that wouldn't be; Jonathan's 


private dressing room. 


For the past two weeks, the two had deemed it wise to keep their distance from each other as much as 
possible, to keep their scandalous little affair from being discovered. James considered two ‘encounters’ hardly 
an affair, but he supposed that's what it was. He still found it hard to believe that it had happened at all, 
much less like it did. James wasn't the cheating type, and his feeling of guilt was mostly due to the fact that 
he wasn't feeling guilty. He wasn't sure exactly what that meant, but he figured he was a pretty shitty 
husband because of it. 


The hallways weren't any less hectic than the dressing room was, but at least there was more room to move. 
James had long ago mastered the art of weaving through busy hallways. His eyes lit up when he caught sight 
of Jon's dressing room, but the fact that the door was open tickled at his brain. The whole point of Jon having 
a private room was because it had a door. Too much activity aggravated him, wore on his nerves. James 


approached curiously, peeking around the open door. 


The first thing he noticed was Jonathan, of course. Already dressed in his stage attire-sleeveless t-shirt and 
camouflage cargo pants-standing in the middle of the small room. The second thing he noticed was that Jon 


wasn't alone. It took him a moment to recognize her. Long brown hair. Million-watt smile. Big tits. 


Deven. 


James felt the floor drop away beneath his feet. For a moment, the sounds of bustling roadies and event staff 
faded away completely. His entire attention was drawn to the two figures in the room and not much else. They 
hadn't even noticed him yet. Their attention was on a piece of paper Deven held in her hand, and from the look 
on Jon's face, it was pretty interesting. There was a little, bemused smile tugging at the corners of his mouth, 
and Deven was practically beaming. As James watched, Jonathan's hand came up to rest affectionately on his 


wife's softly-rounded stomach, and if anything, Deven's smile grew. 


A loud crash from the hallway behind him drew the couple's attention to the doorway, and they finally caught 
sight of him. Jon's face quickly lost its smile when his eyes fell on him, and James wondered what his own 
expression looked like to them. He hoped he didn't look as miserable as he felt. 


If he did, Deven didn’t notice. She excitedly waved him in, and James felt his traitorous feet taking him into the 
room. He didn't want to be here. He wished he had just stayed in the other room and watched Head hump 
random objects, or tried to find David or Fieldy, or anyone, and just stayed away from here. He glanced up at 
Jon, and he could tell that he was thinking the same thing. 


He thought he put on a pretty believable act as Deven gushed over the ultrasound pictures. Truthfully, if 
James hadn't a set of his own in his wallet, he wouldn't even know what he was looking at. He barely saw them 
anyway. He was too preoccupied with the feeling of Jonathan's eyes on him. He didn't dare look up; he was too 


afraid of what might happen if he did. 


He knew he should be happy, and he was, in a way. He knew how important this was for Jonathan. For both of 
them. He and Deven had been trying for years to have a child together. After the miscarriage, it looked as 
though it would never happen. James had never seen Jon as depressed as the day he found out his child would 


never be born. It didn't even bother him that, compared to this baby, he, and the rest of the band, were little 
more than an afterthought. 


But there was no denying the fact that this was the man that he was, for lack of a better word, involved 
with, and he was standing next to his wife, looking at the first images of the child they had made together. He 
suddenly felt like an interloper, an unwelcome irritant into their happy little sphere. He wanted nothing more 
than to just fade back into the woodwork, become just one of the guitarists in his band like he'd always been. 


Deven was oblivious to the tension in the air between the two men. As soon as he found his exit, James took 
it, backing as gracefully as he could away from the scene. Once out in the dubious safety of the hallway, he 

could finally take in the deep breath he'd denied himself since setting foot in the room. His only thought now 

was to find a relatively quiet place to privately freak out. 


Not a dozen steps down the hallway, James heard his name being called. Looking over his shoulder, he saw 
Jonathan making his way towards him, and silently cursed to himself. Was the man frying to kill him? If he had 
to put on any more fake airs, he would float off the planet. He waited for the other man to catch up to him, 


looking at him expectantly. 

"Um..." Jonathan started, looking uncomfortable but determined. "I didn't know she was going to show up." 
"Oh," was all James could manage. He didn't know why Jon was telling him this. 

It's just.. she.. um." Jonathan was floundering, and James decided to save him the trouble. 


"Look, Jon, you don't have to explain anything to me," he said. Jonathan shut his mouth and leveled his gaze at 
the guitarist. "She is your wife, after all." 


‘lm sorry-" 


"Don't." James cut him off, a stricken look crossing his face. At seeing the hurt that flashed across Jon's, he 
went on. "Don't even apologize to me. | don't deserve it. If anyone deserves an apology, it's them." He didn't have 
to tell Jon that by "them," he meant their respective families. 


Silence descended between them. Well, as silent as it can get in a busy backstage hallway before a show can be. 
Neither one wanted to break it, but there seemed to be something more to be said. After a while it was taken 


out of their hands as one of their road crew, wearing a portable radio, came across them. 

"Ten minutes, guys," he said, and marched on down the corridor, oblivious to the tension he had just broken 
Jonathan sighed, sounding resigned, and met James’ eyes. "Meet me after the show?" 

James opened his mouth, unsure of what was going to come out of it. Part of him knew they still had things 
to discuss, but another part of him dreaded what those things might mean He didn't trust his traitorous 
mouth, so he simply nodded, his head feeling heavier with each bob. This seemed to satisfy Jon, and he turned 
to make his way back to his dressing room and his wife, leaving James standing there in the hallway, watching 


his retreating back. He ran a hand over his face and thought to himself that he had never wanted to be drunk 


so much in his life. 


When Deven had first arrived in his private dressing room, Jonathan thought he might swallow his own tongue. 


It wasn't the first time she had shown up unexpectedly, so it was no small wonder to her that he looked 


surprised, shocked even. A huge, beaming smile had crossed her face at the sight of her husband after so 
many months apart, and Jon had found himself unable to think of anything except how much he had missed 
her, despite certain events of the past weeks. He was genuinely happy to see her, but his happiness was 
underlain with a sharp twinge of guilt. When he took her in his arms and felt the familiarity of her slight 
frame and soft curves, he realized that this was the person he was supposed to be with. Her arms went 
around him, and her hands knew just the right places to rest, how long and hard to embrace him. When he 


whispered in her ear how much he'd missed her, he meant it. 


| missed you too, baby," she said, pulling away and looking up into his face with shining brown eyes. For a 
moment, they reminded him of James’ eyes, and how they sometimes looked almost like glass. But he shoved 
that thought away as quickly as it came. This was his wife, and thoughts of James should be the farthest 


things from his mind. 


‘lm sorry | didn't tell you | was coming, but | wanted to surprise you," she was saying now. Although they 
were no longer embracing, she was clinging to him like a limpet, leaning against him, the fingers of her right 
hand toying idly with a crease in his pants. Jon could feel the press of her belly against him and looked down at 
her, surprised to see that she was beginning to show already. Had it really been that long? 


Deven followed his gaze. She took his hand and placed it on her swollen abdomen, smiling at the look that 
crossed Jon's face. It was a mixture of awe, happiness, and a little anxiety. She knew how much this baby 
meant to him, though he probably didn't think she did. He'd wanted to have another child for so long; not only 


for his sake, but for hers as well. He wanted to have a child with her, his wife, the woman he loved. 


The first time she had come to him with the news, she thought she had never seen him so happy. True, 
Jonathan was not a very happy person anyway, but she had seen him at his happiest, and this had put all 
those other times to shame. He hadn't said much (mostly because, apart from his music, Jonathan was a man 
of few words and was often at a loss as to how to say what he felt), but she knew he was happy. A month 
later, she was in the hospital, her baby gone, and Jonathan was devastated. She often thought (and rightly) 
that he had taken the miscarriage much harder than she herself. She had never been a mother before; hadn't, 
in fact, even begun to comprehend the fact that she had a living person growing inside her. She hadn't had 


time. 


This time, however, things would be different. She didn't know how she knew, but she knew. If there was one 
thing she knew she could do to make her husband happy, it would be to give him the child he so desperately 


wanted. 


| brought you something,” Deven said, reaching for her purse. From it, she drew a sheet of paper folded 
around the ultrasound pictures. "I know you wanted to be there, and | felt so bad that you couldn't come. | 


wanted you to see your son." 


She held out the blurry, grainy photos to him, and Jonathan took them from her, bending down to give her a 
kiss. She returned it, but her excitement wouldn't let her be distracted for long. Breaking away, she urged him 
to look at the photos, as if they might turn to dust and blow away at any moment. Jonathan studied the 


photos as Deven clung to his arm, leaning her head against his shoulder, smiling happily whenever he made a 


comment. 


"I just hope he doesn't turn out looking like me," Jonathan said in a falsely morose tone. Deven pinched his arm 


and shushed him. 

"You make some very nice-looking babies, Jonathan Davis," she told him. 

"Only ‘cause they have fucking hot-ass moms,” he returned. Deven rolled her eyes. 

"This baby is going to be gorgeous,” she said, taking the photos from him when he handed them back to her. 


They stood looking down at them for some time, and Jonathan's hand again stole up and rested on her 
stomach. He couldn't help the smile (although in his opinion, he figured he must look like a grinning idiot) from 
forming on his face. It was his baby in there, another little part of him. In that moment, he felt a surge of 
love and protectiveness for his wife and unborn child. He had to tell James... 


He couldn't do this anymore. 


Just then, a loud crash in the hall beyond the open door broke into their pleasant reverie, and they both looked 


up at the same time. 
Speak of the Devil.. Jonathan thought. Not now.. 


James stood in the doorway, watching them. He didn't know how long he had been standing there, but it was 
long enough, by the look on his face. Jon felt his throat tighten and close off his air, and he wanted nothing 
more at that moment than for James to just turn around and walk away. In his moment of panic and regret, 
Jonathan couldn't help but wonder why, when he got a taste of happiness, something always had to come along 
and pull the rug out from under his feet. 


Deven, oblivious to whatever was happening between her husband and the other man, beckoned him excitedly 
into the room. She wasn't at all shy about sharing her happiness, although she probably didn't know that, right 
now, Jonathan felt as if he had never been happy in his life. All he could focus on was James, reluctantly 
plodding into the room to stand beside them. To his credit, he looked as uncomfortable standing there as he 
should feel, and Jon decided that blaming James for intruding on a very.. emotional .. moment between he and 
his wife was ridiculous. He couldn't have known, any more than Jonathan himself. 


Also to his credit, James handled the situation with surprising grace-although if Deven hadn't been drunk on 
giddiness, she probably would have been able to pick up on the tension. It was practically an electric spark 
arcing between them, and she was caught right in the middle of it. 


But most uncomfortable situations are gotten out of somehow, as was the case here. James saw his opening 


and took it as soon as possible. He was flustered and slightly sick after having to assure Jon-at Deven's 


insistence-that his baby wouldn't be hideous if he took after his father in the looks department. 


"No, Deven, Jon is not ugly.. you know, for a guy," he'd stammered. She gave him an odd look, but was 


otherwise unruffled, and only turned to Jon with her patented "l-told-you-so" smirk. 


Not long after, James left the room after some mumbled excuse, and Deven looked up at Jon, a slight frown 


creasing her brow. 
"Is everything okay with him?" she asked. 
"I don't know, why do you ask?" Jon said, tugging at the end of a lock of hair. Deven's frown deepened. 


"He just seemed.. off." Apparently, Deven was not as obtuse as either of them had thought. "Maybe you 
should go see if everything's okay." 


Jon looked down at his wife, an eyebrow raised. She looked back at him calmly, blinking her brown eyes 
innocently. Jon wondered if she couldn't at least guess at what was going on. Deven was not a stupid woman, no 
matter what jealous groupies and fans liked to think. He had told her, about a year after they started seeing 
each other, of what happened with James that night so many years ago. He'd thought it a kind of test of their 
relationship, simply to see if she would be disgusted, angry, or.. whatever else. As it happened, Deven was a 
very understanding, patient, and tenacious woman, IT would take a lot more than that to make her leave him. 
Looking at her now, Jonathan couldn't help but think that maybe she had put some facts together and hadn't 


come up with most of the truth on her own. 
"You better hurry, before he gets lost out there," Deven said, nudging him a litte. 


Jonathan simply gave her one last, curious glance, and then he was out the door, hurrying after James. He 
could just barely make him out in the bustling hallway, and it looked like he might lose him after all. He called 
out his name, and saw the other man pause and look around. Jon felt a twinge of guilt at seeing the look on his 
face. Now that he no longer had to pretend, James looked as miserable as he must feel. It was only there for 
a half second, then James quickly slipped his mask on, and Jon wondered if he had perhaps imagined the sickly, 
dejected expression. When he finally caught up to him, he realized that he didn't have a clue as to what to say. 


"Um.." He paused, searching for something, anything, to say. "I didn't know she was going to show up." He could 


have kicked himself. That was the best he could do? 
"Oh," was all James said. He wasn't helping. 


Now what? Jon felt the need to explain, to apologize. Even though it was his wife that was being hurt and this 
was the man he was hurting her by sleeping with. Yet still, James was being hurt as well. He could see that as 
plain as day, even through his mask. After so many years, Jon could read him like a book, and his pretending 
was only blurring the pages a little. So he went on, trying his best to explain 


"Its just.. she.. um.." Damn it, what was he supposed to say? ‘/m sorry my wife showed up unexpectedly with 
pictures of our baby. You know that Id be fucking you on the couch right now, otherwise." Yeah, that would go 


over real well. But before he could even make sense of his own scattered thoughts, James interrupted him. 


"Look, Jon, you don't have to explain anything to me," he said. His words were clipped, almost as if he were 


angry. Jon stopped floundering for words and looked at him piercingly. "She is your wife, after all." 


The look on James' face-one of total and utter rejection-prompted the next words out of Jonathan's mouth, 


before he even knew he was going to say them. 
‘lm sorry..." he began, but again, James interrupted him. 


"Don't," he said sharply. Jon blinked at him. The force of his words, and the hard edge behind them, took him 
by surprise. Maybe he was angry. "Don't even apologize to me. | don't deserve it. If anyone deserves an 


apology, its them." 


Silence, then. Jonathan brooded, and James regarded the floor for several minutes. There was so much Jon 
wanted to say, to make James understand, but here and now was neither the place nor the time. This much 
was confirmed when Jonathan Pavesi (known to most simply as Lil! Jon) came by, his faithful radio buzzing, and 
told them they had ten minutes until show time. No time now, but things needed to be discussed. They both 


knew it. 


"Meet me after the show?" Jonathan said, and it wouldn't have been James' imagination if he had heard a tinge 


of hope in his voice. 


James looked at him and looked about to speak, seemed to think better of it, and simply nodded assent. Jon felt 
a small weight lift from his chest. Small, because, although James seemed to be willing to talk with him, he still 
had no idea of what he was going to say. 


But that would have to be later. Right now, they had a show to put on, and thousands of kids to entertain 
There would be time enough for the drama after he had screamed all of his confusion and angst into a 
microphone for an hour and a half. Time enough, after he had sent his wife on to the hotel with an admonition 
to wait for him, he wouldn't be long, there were just a few things he had to take care of first. He wondered, 
as he turned back the way he had come, if Deven would give him one of her knowing looks, kiss him on the 
cheek, and tell him to take his time, that she would wait for as long as it took. 


He didn't think he would be wrong. 


